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Kcft.rethcn.ittlo.

On tho hill we stood silent.
farm-land-

In the blue of tho distance camo marcblmj
the foe,

Tcllow-ri-i are the fields, and blood-re- d la the
reaper

Hush! the tread of the Southron swells faint
from below.

Ate we ready? Standfast! Have ye death In
TnuririusVvlfV

Js there slieil in jouriruns? Havo ye heart
forlhuflautr

Ifyewinon this day victors' peace Is your
cucrdon;

If the enemy triumph (!wl pity the right.

Are wo ready? Standfast! Trust your souls
to your Maker,

Looo the of your bolts, feel your
soniTfton of lead

Hush! the chant of destruction anon shall be
pealing,

And the choristers mourning
their dead.

Are we ready? Stand fasti Keep tho thought
nrr ithj

That the crip of the foe holds the hammer of
inor.

That 'tis stturur for this battlo pitched hero in
theiratcay.

Here the kcyt-ton- of union, the keystone of
war.

Was I ready? Faint heart. But the scene
was inspiring!

There, the irrand panorama tho painter had
wroujrht.

Audmy(rtddessofwartbcrc so proud In her
beauty-Sha- me!

carpet-kniirh- t suitor, for defeat
have you fought?

Then I charged once again at tho heart of my
lady.

As we stood on tho hill for tho battlo that
day

O! marvel of war, before the battle I won
her.

And her hnmble word "Yes!" was the truoe
to the fray.

William nudson Harper, in the Current.

AN AMBITIOUS BOT.
BT FKANK II. STAUFFER.

The main line had concluded to build
a branch road to K . Between the
former and the latter were two small
towns. Barneston and Shcnstonc, both
of which made strenuous efforts to hare
tho branch lice pass through their
place. Shenstone was the larger and
wealthier of the two; the business men
subscribed liberally to the stock, and
were in great glee when tho surveyors
made their appearance in tho town.

The inhabitants of Barneston were
correspondingly disappointed, and gave
up the tight. But, much to theiramaze-ruen- t.

their village was finally selected
and Shcnstonc left in the lurch; and
they were still further amazed when
they learned tuat it had been brought
about by a boy to whom they had nev-

er given much credit either for shrewd-
ness or tenacity.

His name was Fred Sedgwick, and he
was not more than 14 years old. He
was an observant fellow, however, and
generally arrived at correct conclu-
sions. An idea had seized him, in con-

nection with tho rivalry between tho
two towns; it was a practical idea, and
he determined to make the most of it.

A gentleman stopped at the only ho-

tel in the place, one hot summer after-
noon. His name was Lynch, and he
was the chief engineer of tho survey-
ing party. When Fred heard of his ar-

rival ho concluded to "call upon him,
and found him seated upon one of tho
porches of the hotel.

1 wish to talk to you about the pro-
posed railroad, sir," Fred said, remov-
ing his hat, his tone and attitude re-

spectful.
The surveyor was a genial man, and

was especially partial to boys. He
glanced into Fred's honest face, and
said, with an encouraging smile:

"It is to be an interview, eh? 'Well,
consider me at your leisure."

I believe it has been decided to run
the road through Shenstone," remark-
ed Fred, without any preliminary skir-
mishing.

"Yes," replied Mr. Lynch. "The
people have agreed to take $75,000
worth of slock, and have offered to pre-
sent us with a lot of ground for a sta-
tion. They have even promised to fur-
nish tho stone to build it. Barncston's)
a sleepv old place, you see."

"AVcll. may be it'is," tardily assent-
ed Frol. "That is all tho mora reason
why it ought to be wakened tip. Won't
It cost a great deal to take the road to
Shenstone? In the way of deep cuts
and trestle-wor- k, I mean?"

"A great deal, my boy," replied the
surveyor.

"More than it wonld to bring it
along that ridge, yonder?" asked Fred,
pointing.

"Considerably more, sir."
"More than "the $75,000 subscribed

by the people of Shenstone?" persisted
Fred.

"At least as much," was the answer
he received.

He was silent for a minute, an in-

tensely thoughtful look upon his face.
Mr. Lynch watched him, impressed
with his appearance and his direct way
of getting at a thing.

"There will be a water station?" ask-
ed Fred.

"Oh, yes; we must have water. We
can get it from the mill pond."

"Bv forcing it up the hill?"
"Yes."
"That will cost a great deal, won't

it?"
"The plant will."
"The plant?" replied Fred, a trifle

puzzled.
"Tho machinery, my boy. The

tanks, stationary engine, pumps and so
on."

"There must be a man to run the en-
gine." suggested Fred.

"Yes."
"Suppose there was a big spring on

the hill yonder?" Fred asked repress-
ing his excitement. Suppose the wa
ter could be brought here by pipes, in a
natural flow, and no 'plant necessary?
Would that be worth considering?"

"Eh?" exclaimed Mr. L3-nc- sud-
denly interested, and surprised at the
boy's brightness. "Is there such a
spring?"

"There is," declared Fred. And
the water can be brought here by its
own gravitation."

"What you say is indeed worth tak-
ing into consideration," Mr. Lynch
said, as lie stared directly in front of
liim. "That, and the less expensive
eharaeter of the route, would more than
offset what the Shenstone people have
to offer."

"Suppose we subscribed $50,000 here
at Barneston?" Fred asked, his eyes
sparkling. "That ought to bring us
the road, don't vou think?"

"It wonld at least reopen tho hear-inr- ."

admitted Mr. Lynch.
He laughed softly over the pronouns

we and us which Fred had used. It
was a declaration of citizenship; an in-

timation that he was bound to be iden-
tities with the progress of the town.

"Can tho spring be bought?" th6
surveyor asked.

"I am afraid not," replied Fred. "It
can be leased, however.

"For 990 years?"
"Is that the way it's done?" !

"Yes."
"Why don't they make it the even

thousand?"
It wouldn't do to seem too grasp-

ing," replied Mr. Lynch, laughing.
"Now. my boy, as you have presented
an idea that looks eminently practical,
I do not purpose to sU"" nvhodv to
denriva von of tbo credit. Ox ii. I wiJI

you can report progress."
The immensity of the undertaking

confused Fred. He hadn't thought of
carrying the heavy end of it.

"What am I expected to do between
now and then?" he asked.

"You are to secure a lease of tho
spring and raise tho $50,000."

"All right," cried Fred. "I'll do it.
I am much obliged to you for giving
me your attention."

He lifted his hat and started off.
"That's more than an ordinary boy,"

was the surveyor's mental comment.
"Ho's got grit enough to do all that
he's set out to do."

Two days later tho survevor cxam-e- d

tho spring and its possb ilitics. It
was a strong spring, and high enough
above the town to carry tho water
thither without any outlay beyond tho
placing of the pipes.

"I've leased the spring," Fred said,
as ho issued from a clump of bushes.
"It's down in black and white. Mr.
Benson couldn't write very well, and so
I drew it up myself. It may bo worded
a little stragglingly, but I guess it will
do."

"Allow mo to look at the paper."
Fred produced it. A smilo camo to

the surveyor's lips as he read it. It
was dated signed and witnessed, and
read as follows:

"I hereby agree to lease to Frederick
Sedgwick, or any person or persons, or
corporation, represented by him, tho
spring upon my property and tho use
of tho water thereof, for the term of
999 years, for the consideration of 8100
a year. This use is not to be exclusive,
and not to work injury to me or to my
property, or my own need of the wa-
ter.'1

"It is an assent," decided Mr. Lynch.
"Though not in strict form, it can be
made binding. We would bo willing
Jo pay Mr. Benson $200 a year, and so
it is not likely he!ll recede. Did you
tell him your purpose?"

"No," replied Ired. "Ho thought it
a funny proposition to como from me,
I knew, but he saw that I was in earn-
est. I guess ho had a notion some ono
sent me. You sec, I havo no money,
nor has father."

"The contract isn't valid," Mr.
Lynch said.

"Why not?" asked Fred with a
stare.

"Because vou are not of aire." re
plied Mr. Lynch, a quizzical look in his
eves.

Fred gave vent to a prolonged whis-
tle.

"I never once thought of that," he
said. "I don't believo it crossed Ben-
son's mind, cither. What's to be done?
You will have to see him yourself."

"No," replied Mr. Lynch. "You
must do all yourself, for I want the
credit to be entirely yours. Oh, we'll
give Barneston something to talk
about."

He laughed gleefully, and thrust tho
leaso into his pocket.

"Master Scdgwick,tho lease will do,"
he said. "Mr. Benson will regard it as
a big thing for him."

"Sir, how did you learn my name?"
Fred asked, looking a little mystified.

"Ah. now, that isn't sharp in you,"
rejoined Mr. Lynch with a grin. "Isn't
it in the lease?"

"So it is." admitted Fred.
"How about the $50,000?"
"I'll raise that!" cried Fred.
He was as good as his word. He did

not expose any of his plans, but was so
sanguine and enthusiastic that he in-

spired tho leading men with the same
spirit

Tho directors of the road met a com-
mittee of tho citizens. Mr. Lynch pre-
sented the case, and Barneston secured
the road, and it never was called a
sleepy old town after that

'1 ho citizens were profuse in their
thanks to Mr. Lynch.

"I don't deservo any credit," ho
said. "Here's the boy who brought
the railroad to Barneston."

Fred became the hero of the day.
Suddenly everybody seemed to remem-
ber that he always had been a pushing
quick-witte- d fellow.

Mr. Lynch appreciated him enough
to place him on his corps. Fred rose
rapidly to distinction, and is now not
only the chief engineer of the branch
road to E , but of the main line and
all its subsidiaries. Interior.

Beauty- - Behind the Tea-Pe- t.

The tea-p- ot simmers in scores of
Washington bouses every afternoon
and is now the popular
mania and dissipation. In some houses
one member of the family is generally
kept busy occupied all afternoon in
making and pouring tea. A pretty
woman never looks better than when
seated behind a tea-tabl- e, set with shin-
ing equipage and rows of dainty cups.
English breakfast tea is the fashionable
lea? now, and as many of the fair
brewers say, there is more pleasure in
making than in drinking that herb-flavor-

stuff. In general the tea is
steeped in a small silver pot and made
of triple strength, so that each cup has
to be filled up with boiling water from
tho silver or brass tea-p- ot that is al-

ways steaming over an alcohol lamp in
the" middle of the table. Some make
each cup separately, tho dry tea leaves
being put in a perforated silver ball
pendant from a Ions chain. The ball
is dropped in the cup, boiling water
poured in ana tne tea ball is stirred
about until the decoction assumes the
right color and strength. This is quite
the prettiest way of making tea, and
the girls who appreciate the chance for
coquetries and tableaux that the rite
affords are enamored with the tea ball,
providing always that there is some
gallant man about to handle tho burn-
ing silver when it is necessary to empty
and refill the ball.

For upward of thirty years a man
known as the "old leather man" has
appeared in various localities in West-
ern Connecticut He wears an entire
suit of leather, including a hat made
apparently from old boot-top- s. He
presents a dilapidated and remarkable
appearance, but never molests or an-
noys anyone. He seldom solicits aid,
yet occasionally asks for food from cer-
tain farm houses on his route. Hn will
not be drawn into conversation. He
chooses the houses at which he accept;
food, and manifests a great aversion to
all else mortal. He is believed to be
some disinherited French Count, or at
any rate a dignitary of some note, ex-
iled from his native land and isolated
from all creation.

A noise was heard in an empty
drawerat Williams' drugstore inThom-asto- n

by one of the clerks at a late
hour one night last week. As it sound-
ed like turbulent rats fighting no
notice was taken of it. The next morn-
ing, on opening the drawer, tho clerk
found a fresh rat skin turned complete- -
1l in.iili. iti,. . ...nl.. l.l t.ij iiami. vm, .ia ueuii us cuuiu nave
been done by a taxidermUt The skin
was perfect, but all the other parts of
the physical economy of the rat where
gone except the tail. It was evident
that this was the work of a weasel
which had been seen prowling about
the premises of late. Waierbury Ameri-
can.

now the Ilallrnada TliMr
Dangrr of "Knocking Down"

Kniploje.

"Did ye get that job, Mac?"
"No. curse it! Tho boss told mo

I was black-liste- d by the Southern Pa-

cific."
The speakers, writes an El Paso, Tex.,

correspondent to tho San Francisco
Chronicle, were two of a group of mil-roa- d

men seated round a table in a beer
saloon en El raso street In their im-

mediate vicinity your correspondent
sipped tho weak and insipid lager of
tho establishment, which had at least
tho merit of being wet by tho "way.
a merit not to despise in the heat of tho
dav, for tho days here aro hot alreadv.

Ono of the group, who was evidently
with but not one of them, ventured to
inquire:

"What do you mean. Mac, by be
ing black-liste- d by the Southern Pa-

cific?"
"Well, boys, to begin at tho begin- -

ning, you all know that as a machinist
I'm about as good as they make them,
and can hold my end up against tho
best of them. About a year ago I heard
I could get a job in tho Southern Pa- -
cifio repair-sho- p at Deming, so I sent j

in my application, with testimonials,
etc., to headquarters, and in duo '

timoT received a favorablo reply, with
a request to send on my photograph.
Well, I dressed up in my best and went '

down to Parker's gallery, and had it
taken cabinet size worse luck! I did
not think anything about it at the time.
Supposed that tho company had a pho- -
tograph gallery of its employes, like a
militia company I was once in, and
wanted to havo it complete. Well,
after I had been working for some
time, changed about from hero to there,
I had a few words from ono of the
bosses, and was fired. When I called
to look after that job y tho master
mechanic looks at me queer like, and
asked mo to sit down in tho ollico for a
few minutes.

"In about live minutes he came back
an' ho says: 'Ain't your name Mac

? 'Yes,' said I. 'Well.' said ho.
yer black listed by tho Southern Pa-

cific, an' we can't give you no work on
our line' 'It's all a mistake, said I,
'there are more Mac 's than one in
the world, an' I never did anything to
bo black listed.'-- 'There's no mistake
at all,' ho said; 'ain't that voiir photo
graph?' and he showed a copv of the
photograph 1 had taken in I arker s. '

Of course, that settled it, but if I
thought I had myself taken for a
rogues' gallery I'd have seen them an'
their job in first"

"Did you find out anything more
about it?" inquired tho first speaker.

"Yes; every fellow whose photograph
they want an' that's nearly every one
above a section hand must send a
copy, and then they strike off about five
hundred and send them all over tho
lines with which they aro in corres- - j

pondence. Then, if the Southern Pa- - '

citic tires him, none of tho other lines
will take him on. 1 call it an infernal
piece of tyranny!" and the speaker
struck the table until the beer-glass-

danced to the music of their own jin-
gle.

"That's what it is," was the univer-
sal indorsement, and tho indignant
machinist having "set them up again,"
resumed: "Just look at the way they're
putting the crews into uuiforms, from
the conductor down. Why, thirty
years ago they wouldn't get a free man
in the "country that would stand it.
Now times are hard, and tho boys have
to sink their independence. Here, in
El Paso, whether on duty or off. a man
musn't enter a saloon for .1 glass of
beer, or he may be fired. That's worse
than they treat a policeman in San
Francisco. It's only when lie's on du-
ty that he can't havo a pleasant time
with his friends."

"Yof,1' broke in another of the croup.
a brakeman on a freight train, ''look
how all tho lines treat conductors and
how they treat engineers. Tho con-
ductor

'

has to be responsible for every-
thing

j

under the sun; has to make out
reports, remember orders, an' has tho
lives of men, women, an'chihlrcn in his
hands as much as an engineer, while
an engineer gets a third more pay.
How's that?"

"Why, just this we conductors ain't
organized," explained a third, "while
there isn't in the United States y

so strong an organization as the Broth-
erhood of Locomotive Engineers. If
there are any men driving engine in
tho United States that don't belong to
tho brotherhood, I'd like to know
where they are, and so would the
brotherhood. Our organization of con-
ductors is only a rope of sand compar-
ed to theirs no one fears it."

"Perhaps," suggested the
"conductors aro expected to

knock down tho difference in the salar-
ies."

"Much show we cct to knock dowr.
now! Of course, there is always more
or less of it but he'd be a clover fellow
now who could knock down a third of
his salary. What with spotters, rail-- ,
road detectives, and sure men, ho'd get j

fired so quick 'twould make his head '

swim."
"What is a sure man?" i

"Well, a sure man is ono whom tho i

company knows never knocks down. allHe gets from S12J to $150 a month am!
only makes half a dozen runs or so ovei
any one division. '1 his-i- s how it is:
When a conductor has failed to be
caught by spotters or detectives knock-
ing down, and don't turn in as j

much as the company thinks he ought
to, he is laid off and a sure man make?
half a dozen or a dozen runs on his di- - j

to

vision. If the receipts fall, or remain
about the average, the conductor gets
back his train; if thev ro above ho is
fired." we

"Don't freight conductors make
something out of carrying passengers?'
queried the

"No. There are several reason; Awhy they can't The people who work
the freight trains are mechanics out of
employment and people of that kind thewho have very little stuff, and who
think if they give $2 to be carried ovei bya division they are paying away up,
while those who work" the passengei
are able to pay full fare, but don't
want to. Then again, whether the

aro

brakeman or a conductor is bracedon
a freight, the whole crew stands in,
leaving hardly enough for any one man
to pay for tho drinks. The passenger
conductor has the soft snap, but takes
bigger risks. He'd be caught oftener

by
if it wasn't for the passengers." one

"How is that?"
"Why you see at the end of a divis-

ion is where the spotters aro in force.
They count everyone who buys a tick-
et, and then just before the car starts
they go through tho train and count
noses, ihen they report tho number.
anu tne conductor s report is sunnosed .1.. 4nll. ....ft l.n!. X .1. ... lliiw iiii njiu mens, rtuw niero are isthousands of travelers who never pay
full fare and who watch the spotters as
sharp as any conductor on the road.
They always go to a ticket office and

a
buy a ticket for ono or two statious
beyoud the station they start from, and
that enables tho conductor to square

good deal of beating with the new-fangl-

1,000-mil-e ticket. It is sometimes
convenient for a conductor to forget to
pinion weiii, and so tho 1,000 miles
often become nearer 2,000. Of cour-- c,

the employer never gets tho acivanta"e
of this .sweeping reduction in rates.""

"For my part," exclaimed the brake-ma- n,

on whom frequent draughts of
Hie libel on lager had begun to tell
slightly, "I'd beat the companv every
time I'd get a chance. Mauv a time at
night I go along them bo'v-ca- an'
report all right, i hough I could see no
less nor half a dozen tramps cowerin'
down among a lot of goods boxes,
niakin' a pretend to hide an' knowin'
well I was lookin' tit them all the time.
Tho company wouldn't thank mo for
turniii' them out. an' je inav bet ver
life when, some dark "night, I fall be-
tween the cars, if the life ain't crushed
out of mc. it's little they'll dream of
giving me a pension. No. boys, there
arc men in this town, as all of ye know,
bumming around ou crutches" and on
wooden legs, whose companies wouldn't
give them no pass over their lines, ai.
though they get bunged up in their
service. Ivow, whcnluy day comes, as
it comes to so many, perhaps some one
of tho poor devils 1'vo helped over the
road may give me a lift They may bo
up when I'm down, an' it wouldn't bo
hard for them to rise to the level of a
poor devil of a brakcniau on a freight
train. Why, darn their mean souls,
they've takin' now to paying us by tho
trip!"

Here someone requested an adjourn-
ment, and tho whole party filed out
"Lvidently men not in love with their
masters," thought your correspondent,
as he rose and followed in their wake--

Some Poet's Horses.

It is a very curious fact that poets
sec nothing of the natural animal in
fill llAT-:- As 1 lionet n fil imlrntia.l
tIlev absolutely ijrnore it It i's only in
its artilicial varieties that they recog-- !
uize it at all, and even then so seldom
as to surprise the student of theso
pages. About tho horso particular, m- -
dividual steeds of fame, a volume misht
easily be gathered from our poets. But
of tho creature in naturo they say noth-
ing. Tho beast has become so thor-
oughly relative that it has lost all indi-- I
vitiiiality. It is either the other half of
a cavalier, a warrior, a war chariot, a
plow, a coach, or a cart, or something
else, that it cannot bo contemplated
apart from its rider, its accoutre
ments, or tho vehicle it draws. All
other animals have characters of their
own. The horso has none. It varies
only according to the kind of man on
its back or the kind of thing behind it
Attach a plow to it and it becomes at
once "heavy" and "dull;" set a soldier
upon it and it is "fiory" and "proud."
When ladies ride their horses turn to
"milk-whit- e, palfreys;" tho hero of a
poem, whether knight or highwayman,
bestrides, as a rule, a "courser."
There are also"swift-heele- d Arabians,"
and "barbs," and "jennets;" but theso
are not meant for real hordes. There
is, of course, nothing surprising in the
fact that poets havo "but little in sym-
pathy with stable boys or bookmakers.
When they do speak of grooms they
rate them as second-clas- s horses, anil
the "horsy" gentleman as an inferior
amateur groom. This is probably as
it should be; but, on tho other hand,
when we remember that nearly all his-
tory has been made on horseback, and
that it is to the character of that animal
that man is indebted for the moiety of
his achievements, it strikes strangely to
find the poets so consistently disregard-
ing the strongly marked individuality
of the horse. Its sympathy with hu-
man beings as is the case with tho po-
ets' doss also has, doubtless, much to
do with tho doubling-u- p of tho animal
with its master. Whatever nature it
may show, it is always in accordance
with that ot its rider, it s temper al-

ways matches its trappings, is strictly
in keeping with its harness. The Gen- -
tleman's Magazine.

Tho Parrot and the Monkey Story.
A well-wor- n American anecdote de-

scribes tho result of owning both a par-
rot and a monkey. When the owner of
the bird and the beast conies home one
day ho finds the monkev decked with
red and green feathers, but lie does not
find the parrot for a long while. At last
tho bird appears from an obscure cor-
ner plucked bare save a single tail
feather; he hops upon his perch with
such dignity as ho can muster and
says, with infinito pathos: "Oh, we
have had a hell of a time!" At first
nothing could seem more American
than this, but my friend Mr. Austin
Dobson has recently drawn my atten-
tion to a story essentially tho same in
Walpole's letters. Yet another parrot
story popular in Now York, where a

n wit happens to be a noto
rious stutterer, is as little American as
this of Walpole's. Tho stutterer is
supposed to ask tho man who offers
the parrot for salo if it

"If it could not talk better than
you I'd wring its neck," is tiio vender's
indignant answer. I found this-- only
the other day in Bucklaud's "Curiosf-tie- s

of Natural History," first published
nearly a quarter of a" century ago; in

probability it is yet more "ancient
Longman's Magazine.

The Significance of Gesture.

In his essay on the philosophy of style
Herbert Spencer indicates as to writing
the same theorythatMr. Irving reduces

prctico in acting. "How truly,"
says Spencer, "language must be "re-
garded as a hindrance to thought,
though the necessary instrument of it

shall clearly perceive on remember-
ing the comparative force with which
simple ideas are communicated by
signs. J o say 'Leave tho room' is less
expressive than to point to the door.

beck of the hand is better than
Come here.' No phrase can survey the

idea of surprise so vividly as opening
eyes and raising the eyebrows. A

shrug of the shoulders would lose much
translation into words. Again it

may be remarked that when oral lan- -
gnage is employed the strongest effects

produced by interjections, which
condense entire sentences into syl-
lables."

Maria Soltera, in "A Ladies Bide
Across Spanish Honduras," published

Blackwoods in London, says that
of her fellow-travele- rs thought tho

beauty of the Mexican ladies over-
praised. "Oue American girl," he
said, "is worth a hundred of them."
Whereupon another of tho party re-

marked: "The Americans certainly
have their pretty women like other
nations; bat, good Lord! they have
voices like peacocks. That excellent

iiijr in woman, 'the soft, low voice.'
utterly unkuown in America. Tho

children in the schools aro taught to
pitch' their voices in a high key. It is

part of their education. One can for-
give a little of the peacock in a pretty
woman, but, when it comes to tho
plain ones, it makes one shiver when-
ever they open their mouths."

It happened in a sleeping-ca- r, but
when or where doth not. for obvious
reasons, transpire here. A lady who
was traveling with her little daughter
had occasion to call the porter for some
needed service by nwaus of the electrie
bell, with which convpiAnce the ear
was furnished. Tho child saw how it
was done, and presently she slyly
pressed tho button, causing the porter
to appear with a respectful query as to
what was wanted.

"I didn't ring," said the woman, "it
Was my little Lizzie."

The porter withdrew, but it was not
long before ho was again summoned
ami again received the explanation that
"Little Lizzie" had rung th- bell. This
was repeated a number of times, and
the woman thought it a fine joke, but
tho porter began to look tired. At last
tho mother wished something and
pressed tho No porter
came. Again, and with moro force,
she pressed the knob, but there was no
response, and she was finally obliged
to go in search of the man and give her
orders herself. By the time the porter
had brought tho needed article she had
grown very iudignant, and proceeded
to reprove him with severity.

"Why did you not come when I ran"
the bell?" she demanded.

"Did you ring the bell, ma'am?"
"Of course I did, over and over

again."
"Well, you see. ma'am," said the

darkey, duckitfg his head, while a grin
spread slowly over his shiny face,
"your little Lizzie done broke dat
bell."

A roar of lauchtcr from neighboring
passengers let into tho woman's mind
a flood of light ou tho situation evi-
dently, for she subsided at once, while
tho men in the car, delighted with tho
darkey's wit in muffling the bell by de-
taching the wire so as to break tho cir-
cuit, gave him a quarter a piece all
around.

Furbishing up the Details.

It has been noted how cunningly
Tennyson can gild and furbish np the
most commonplace detail as when he
calls Arthur's mustache "tho knightly
growth that fringed his lips," or con-
descends to glorify a pigeon pie, or
paints the clown's astonishment by this
detail, "the brawny spearman let his
checks bulge with the unswallowed
piece, and turning stared;" or thus
characterizes a pun, "and took the
word, and play'd upon it, and made it
of two colors." This kind of ingenuity,
indeed, belongs rather to talent than to
genius; it is exercised in cold blood; but
talent may be a valuable auxiliary of
genius, perfecting skill in the technical
departments of art. Yet such a gift is
not without danger to the possessor. It
may tempt him to make his work too
much like a delicate mosaic of costly
stone, too hard and unblended, from
execssivo elaboration of detail. One
may even prefer to art thus highly
wrought a more glowing and careless
strain, that lifts us off our feet, and car-
ries us away as on a more rapid, if more
turbid, torrent of inspiration, such as
we find in Byron. Shelley, or Victor
Hugo. Here you aro compelled to
pause at every step and. admire the de-
sign of tho costly tessellated pavement
under your feet Perhaps there is a
jewled glitter, a or
Japanese minuteness of finish, here and
there in Tennyson that takes away from
the feeling of aerial perspective and re-

mote distance, leaving little to the im-
agination; not suggesting and whetting
the appetite, but rather satiating it; his
loving observation of minuto particu-
lars is so faithful, his knowledge of
what others, even men of sciencc'havo
observed so accurate, his fancy so nim-
ble in the detection of similitudes. But
every master has his own manner, and
his reverent disciples would bo sorry if
he could be without it. We love the
little idiosyncrasies of our friends.
The Contemporary Jieview.

Ono Way of Making Money.

The Acting Treasurer of the United
States at Washington has received a
package of mutilated legal-tend- er notes
of tiie denominations of $10 and $20,
the appearance of which bears evideneo
of an attempt to defraud tho govern-
ment The notes were presented at
the ry at New York for re
demption,, and as there was some ques-
tion as to their value they were for-
warded to Washington. Only er

of each noto is missing, and
therefore they will probably bo

their full value, as the law
provides for the redemption of notes in
full where less than two-fift- is miss-
ing.

In this caso it was with the missing
portions of the notes that the fraud was
perpetrated. An examination shows
that the notes were torn in such a way
that the fragments from each of four
notes could be used in making an en-
tirely new and complete note. The
notes manufactured in this way were
put into circulation and the notes from
which they had been made were sent
to tho treasury for redemption. While
tho patched notes would perhaps es-

cape detection by the general public
there are numerous ways of recogniz-
ing the fraud. It is impossible to se-

cure the right numbers on the made
notes, while the silk thread running
through the paper, being of different
colors and in different places, furnishes
unmistakable proof. One corner of a
patched note in circulation was found
to belong, without doubt, to one of the
mutilated notes. A secret service off-
icer has been detailed to look the mat-
ter up. New York World.

m
Keprescntative Beed of Maine is

quoted by the San Francisco Chronicle
as saying: "I was admitted to the bar
in California, and Judgo Wallace ex-
amined me. I'll take mv oath nobodv
was ever admitted to the bar with as
simple an examination. When I went
up for examination the great question
of the hour was the Legal-Tend- er act
F.verybody was discussing its constitu-
tionality. Some said it was constitu
tional, others sanl it was unconstitu-
tional. The first question Judge Wal-
lace asked me was, Is the Legal-Tend- er

act constitutional oruncoustitution-a- ?'

I didn't hesitate a moment. I
said simply, 'It is constitutional.' 'You
can pass,' said Judo Wallace. 'We
always pass a man who can settle great
constitutional questions

- .
Prof. Simon Newcomb, in reviewing

the performances of the "Georgia Won-
der Girl." Miss Lulu Hurst, in the cur-
rent number of the Science, says her
success affords a striking example of
the unreliability of human testimony re-
specting the phenomena of force and
action. He points out that her mani-
festations were purely physical and tho
result of force being exerted under fa-

vorable conditions. Though ordinary
observers were mj stifled, yet the char-
acter of the performances accordingto
Prof. Newcomb, were absurdly simple,
and illustrates tliccredulity of believers
in tho movements of chairs, tables, and
pianos without human agency.

A ltottton Itomance.
About eighteen months ago, a young

gentleman living on Commonwealth
avenue was smitten with a violent pas-
sion for a pretty servant omploj'ed in
his mother's house. They were mar-
ried secretly; but tho family early dis-
covered tho state of affairs, and then
there was a terrible time. It was pro-
posed to the erring son that his low-
born wife should bo given a sum of
money and sent so far away that she
could never trouble him. It is pre-
sumed he regretted his hastv act, for
ho accepted the terms, and the girl was
sent away. Tho matter was confined
to members of tho family, with tho ex-

ception of an aunt of the young man,
who helped furnish the money to buy
tho silence of the girl, not even tho
most intimate friends having an idea of
the way things stood. Tho young gen-
tleman, of course, passed for an un-
married man.

About s x months after the disap-
pearance of his wife ho met a beauti-
ful girl at Cambridge, with whom he
fell desperately m love. Sho was love-
ly, accomplished and his equal in birth
and fortune. He paid her marked at-
tention for several months, and finally
offered himself in marriage. Theyoung
lady accepted him, antf tho engage
ment was announced. Now, duriiic
this time the aunt, who knew his se
cret, had been taken violently insane,
and was put in the McLean Asylum for
treatment Tho Cambridge young
lad-- , whom we will call Miss White,
haa sister in the same asylum who
was insane from melancholy. Miss
White frequently visited her sister, and
continued to do so after her engage-
ment even speaking of her coming
happiness during ono of her visits. One
day one of tho keepers at the asylum
said to tho melancholy patient: "Miss
White, your sister is coming to see you

In the opposite gallery tho
aunt of the young man was confined,
aud she overheard the message. She
immediately called out, "I must seo
your sister when sho comes; I have a
secret to tell her." Accordingly, when
Miss White called, tho aunt found
means to see her. and, after asking if
it was true she was engaged, told "lier
the story of the young man's marriage,
and that he had never been divorced.
Tho young lady was almost stunned,
although, obtaining the news in such
a place, sho could not believe it. ng

home she told her father what
she had heard, and upon investigation
ho found it true. At this time tho in-

vitations were out for the wedding
aud all preparations made. Miss Whito
sent her betrothed husband a note ask-
ing him to call at a certain time. Wheu
he arrived she walked into tho room
ami in the presence of her parents ac-
cused him of his treachery aud the ter-
rible position iu which ho had nearly
placed her. Ho did not attempt a de-
nial, and could not find anything to
say in extenuation, except that he
loved her and thought that his wifo
would never appear.' Tho young lady
suilcred a serious illness, which sufficed
as a pretext for recalling tho invita-
tions. The kind of honor in a family
which could permit such a thing to go
on and allow an innocent girl to be
sacriliced, ought to bo bound in a
separate edition of the blue book. Bos-
ton Courier.

Tho London Kxprcs.s Engineer.

No two engines ever resemble each
other, no matter how carefully they
may have been built from tho same
plan, neither do any two drivers man-
age their engines precisely in the samo
way. We have in this instance an ex-

cellent opportunity of comparing two
different methods of driving. It is tho
driver's principal object to get the re-
quired amount of work out of his en-
gine with the smallest possible expen-
diture of coal and water. To obtain
this result tho steam must be worked
expansively, which is done by placing
the valve gear in such a position by
means of the lever that the supply of
steam to tho cylinders is cut off before
the piston ha's accomplished its full
stroke. There aro two ways of con-
trolling the speed of an engine worked,
as all locomotives are worked now,
expansively. You may keep tho regu-
lator wide open, so that there is always
a full supply of steam on its way to the
cylinders, in which caso you increase
oruimimsn tne speed by using the
steam more or less expansively through
the agency of tho lever. Or you may
work with tho same amount of expan-
sion throughout tho journey, and have
command of tho engine by constantly
changing tho position of the regulator.
There is no doubt that the men who
employ the latter method save some-
thing by it although this would hard-
ly seem to be the opinion of the driver
who is rapidly bringing us nearer to
London, for unlike the driver whom we
accompanied on tho daylight journey,
his hand is not often on the regulator.
As we msh on past countless signals,
punctual to the minute, yet always

to slacken speed before
we come to places where the color lisrhts
cluster thickest, we are reminded how
much is required of an express engine-ma-n

besides a thorough acquaintance
with the machinery he has to control.
Traveling at night at a great speed, he
must know every inch of the road by
heart where an incline begins and
where it ends and the exact spot at
which every signal along the line may
bo first sighted. He must have com-
pletely mastered the working of tho
tralhc on both the up and down lines,
and, above all, must bo ready to act
with the utmost promptitudo should
anything go wrong. The Saturday
Review.
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The Use of Iridium.
The chief application of iridosmino

in tho arts has been thepointingof gold
pens, iridosmino bein'z tho
"diamond point" of the pen manufac
turers, which consists simply of a small
i;iam ui inuusiuine wuicu uas ucen se-
lected for the purpose and soldered to
the tip of the pen. These points aro se-
lected by first removing from the ore,
by means of a magnet, the magnetic
oxide of iron which always accompa-
nies it, and then dissolving out, by
means of acids, the other imnurities
which may be present; the ore is then
washed with water, dried, and sifted in
order to remove the line dust and tho
sifted ore is then ready fortho selection
of points. This is done by an operator,
uho rolls the grains of iridium around
with a needle point, examining them
under a magnifying glass and selecting
those which are solid, compact, and of
the proper sic, color, and shape. These
points aro usually selected in three
grades, small, medium, and large, de-
pending upon the size of pen for which
they are intended to be used. The grain
of iridium having been soldered on the
end of the pen, it is sawed in two,
(which makes tho two nibs of the pen,)
and ground up to the proper shape.
The School of Mines Quarterly.
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Newspaper paragraphists sro ceas-
ing their squibs about bara Bernhardt'
attenuated proportions, the subject hav-
ing been worn thin.

Among the Michigan Pines.
Charles Ellis, in a series of instruc-

tive and entertaining articles in the
Current, on the life and social condi-
tions of the hardy backwoodsmen in
the Michigan pines says: A bad fea-
ture of the social conditions here, and
one which should be condemned, is
that the girls marry too young. Mar-
riage at sixteen and eighteen is quite
common, I am told, and it is said that
they aro known to marry even as
young as fourteen. This is very bail
for good civilization bad also for the
young women, as they are quite sure to
learu. I hao seen young girls about
the country homes who were bright-eye- d,

full of promise, and sometimes
attractive, and school-childre- n whose
red cheeks were pictures of health. If
only they would put away this bad
habit of marrying, until nature has
done her work of ripening upon them.
I am sure another generation of wives
and mothers would show to decidedly
better advantage than the present
With these child-wive- s, tho care of
children and the work and care of
country homes, show them old at twenty-f-

ive, and the rest of life is an un-
easy fret and whine. It is little wonder
that so many of their faces are blank
and unnatural. Then, too, tho men
who have to bear with these worn-o- ut

wives are not always the most thought-
ful and indulgent mortals on earth.
One still morning as I was passing one
of these primitive "places," I was a
witness to a bit of domestic felicity
that was quite touching. By the shan-
ty that served as a barn the man, hus-
band he was, worked loading his sleigh
with shingles. It had snowed two or
three inches in the night, was snowing
very quietly then, but tho morning was
otherwise pleasant As I stood unseen
watching the man at work I saw com-
ing from the house one of these little,
thin, child-wive- s car-
rying in or.e hand a tin pail and in the
other, stretched above herhead to keep
the thing out of the snow, an old blank-
et. Presently the man saw her com-
ing.

"You got yer t'other shoes on? What
ver comin' aout fur anywav?"

"I'm goiu' t'milk V thought I'd
bring the blanket aout cos you might
want it, Jim," said she, with a weak
little consumptive laugh.

"Hev yer got them there t'other
shoes on?"

He says this with an increasing hard-
ness of tone that indicates a jam in the
current of his feelings.

"N'no, 'taint cold a bit!"
"Y'u're a fool!"
The little woman tries to laugh, bnt

whimpers and goes to tho barn. Man
goes on loading shingles and swearing
to himself, as if soliloquizing on the
stubbornness of married women in
general. Then ho happens to see me,
and that I am apparently listening,
and straightway out speaks he with the
tender voice of a lover:

"Yer orter put on yer t'other shoes
afore yer cum aout, Mamie, so yer ort,
dear."
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A Great Tour.

"I see," said a man, addressing an
acquaintance with whom he was walk-
ing along tho street, "that they are
getting up another one of those cheap
excursions to Europe. Ever so on one
of them?"

"No. did you?"
"Did I? Well, yes. My great de-

sire to visit the old country robbed me
of sleep. I thought that if I could just
go to England and catch up a handful
of the soil which the great poets have
trod, I would be the happiest man in
tho world. I met the excursion party
at New York. We were to be furnish-- at

an excellent guide, and I suppose
wo were. When we got on the ship,
the gnide said: 'This is the ship and
that water out yonder is the ocean.
Tho town you have just left is New
York. That thing over yonder is an-
other ship. See that np there? It's a
bridge. Seethe tug? That thing; it
drags along is a ship. Hear that noise?
It's a belL Somebody's ringing it If
nobody were to ring it, yon couldn't
hear it Well, now we are going.
That hissing noise is made by the
steam. Here we go. Yon see we have
left New York.' This was certainly-instructiv-

but a little too chatty, I
thought We were to visit all the
great placesof historical interest, and
I was glad that our gnide was so Wil-
ling to explain everything. When we
disembarked at Liverpool, he hurried
us to the railroad and then into a num-
ber of clothes closets. "This is a train.'
said he. 'Now we are going. That's
England on this side, and this over
here is also England. Here's a station.
That noise you heard was caused by
someone slamming a door. He'll slam
it ajrain after awhile. Here we go to-
ward London.' When we arrived in
the great city, he hurried us to a hotel.
Ho seemed to think that we were all
children. Early the next morning he
came around and said that he was
ready to show us the sights. Put us
in hacks and had us hauled around.
'Yonder is the Tower of London,' said
he. 'Couple of youngsters murdered
there some time ago. English news-
papers haven't got hold of the news
yet Was published in America some
years ago. Ah, here's Westminster
Abbey. Lots of old fellows buried
there. Belonged to the first families
of Virginia, I believe. Yonder's the
parliament house. Pretty good sized
shanty, you observe. Well, let's go
back to the hotel. Yon have seen Lon-
don, so we start forFrance.
That's the way it was during .the en-
tire time, and when I returned home I
didn't know as much about Europe as
I did before I started on the great
tour." Arkansaw Traveler.

Slang: Its Unpleasant Properties.

Onr fine mother tongue seems lately
to have lost, and to be still losimr.niuch
of its native dignity and music and
power. Wo seem to be entering upon
one eternal.universal carnival of slanc-- .
It is impossible for any one who has
studied the essentially noble, devout,
sincere, and earnest English character
at its sources; who in childhood has
heard the English language spoken in
everyday life in all its sincerity, purity,
and vigor; who knows and has studied
the magnificent capabilities of

of speech which our ancestors
have forged for us it is impossible for
such an one to view without the bitter-
est pain and dismay the parallel degra-
dation of English character and"En-glis-

h
speech which is rapidly taking

place. For the degradation of the Et
glish tongue implies the correlative
degradation of tho national character.
Out of the fulness of the heart the
mouth speaketh. You know what a
great power this spirit of foolish banter
and slang is in London life. Nothing
is attempted in a truthful and earnes't
manner, but up comes this evil mon-
ster and spews its blistering froth of
filthy familiarity over every fair and
reverent deed, and nothing is left that
is sacred, or mysterious, or even de-
cent II. A. Jones, in the English IU
lust rated Magazine. r
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